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POETICAL ADDRESS, &c. 


SrRock. by that awful, chaſt' ning, pow'rful hand, 
Whoſe force ev'n mighty monarchs can't withſtand; 
Trembling my limbs*,—confus'd my wand'ring brain, 
Loſt each idea, and each tuneful ſtrain; 

Sad Hope the gloomy proſpect did deplore, 

And, ſick' ning, bade me tempt the Muſe no more: 

So when the glowing, bright, ethereal fire, 

Which oft ſome favour'd prophet did inſpire, 

His angry God has quench'd—he mourning lies, 
Deſpair increaſing as his rapture dies. 


O cRrActous PROVIDENCE! how much I owe 
Thy guardian pity, in this vale of woe! 

In Trouble's needy hour, one friendly ray 
Chas'd the dark ſhadows of the gloom away ; 


0 A violent nervous fever. 
B 


TX © : 
While Reaſon, from the chaos, *gan to dawn, 

Reſum'd her luſtre, and unclouded ſhone ! 

*Twas then, GREAT PRINCES: that the welcome news, 
Thro? all our ſtreets, pleas'd rumour did diffuſe, 

That EncLand's Hops, fam'd Bxunswick's ROYAL RACE, 
Old Ezox, and her feſtive train, would grace! 

Sudden and ſwift, as the electric fire, 

Or joys pervading the celeſtial quire, 

From heart to heart, the dear relation flew, 

And all was RAPTURE, LIBERTY—and vou! 


To ſing the gen'ral joy, and gen'ral praiſe, 

Too faint the Muſe's loyalty diſplays; 

For patriotic love doth faſt entwine 

(As ivy claſps the oak) round BRuxswIck's LINE, 
While mem'ry can, in lively tints, pourtray 

Th' hiſtoric tale of EncLanD's ſore diſmay, 
When Freedom ſhudder'd, at a Stuart's name, 
And your GREAT ANCESTOR to Britain came, 
To guard the blooming fruit, whoſe native ſoil 
No kingdom boaſts—but this our native iſle! 
To ſtop a Stuart's arbitrary hand, 

From tyrannizing o'er this happy land: 

While, in my anxious heart, the patriot flame, 
Which rais'd BRITANNIA to her topmaſt fame, 


. 


Bids honeſt Recollection ſtrictly aſk, 

How your FAM'D RACE perform'd this glorious taſk ? 
And, from th' hiſtoric page, ſhe cries aloud, 

And thouſands echo, from the grateful crowd! 
Freedom and Commerce, on our happy ſhore, 

« Roſe to a glorious height, unknown before 

« Shelter'd from inſult, by the genial wings 

« Of BrRUNswick's ROYAL HOUSE, our PATRIOT KINGS; 
« Who to their hoſtile foes deſtruction hurl'd, 

« And ENGLAND made the s$ToREHOUSE of the world!“ 
I feel th' impaſſion'd love, my country's flame, 

In raptures glow, at RorAL Brunswick's name; 

The flame, which love of Liberty inſpires, 

And, every Britiſh heart, with rapture fires! 


PRIDE of our LAND! 'tis not the bard alone, 

But the full voice of this rejoicing town, 

Whoſe ſhouts proclaim their loyalty and love, 

Warm from the heart! which time can ne'er remove. 
Think not that courts to trueſt friends give birth; 

Your ROYAL SIRES found real ones in the North. 

When madd'ning Teal, for Stuart's deſp'rate cauſe, 
Attack'd old EncLanD's liberties, and laws, 

Hoping to pull your fam'ly from the throne, 


And make a laſting tyranny their own ; 
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Dev*Nsnire, and Rocxincnan, in Danger's hour, 
Boldly ſtept forth, with all their friends and pow'r; 
Their lives and fortunes, at their King's command, 
That BRUxSswIck's RACE might rule this happy land. 
As courage, in the gen'rous lion, runs 

Untainted, unimpair'd, from fires to ſons; 

So, in THEIR NOBLE PROGENIES, we find 

EnGLanD's and Brunswick's deareſt love combin'd ! 


O RockIx CHAN! no time can e'er efface 

From my tenacious memory, the trace 

Of all thy rArRIOT VIRTUES! which Deſpair 
Perſuaded, Fate itſelf could not repair: 

But Hope, the ſuff*rer's animating friend, 

Bade me, with her, my weary ſteps to bend 

To brighter proſpects; here, a cloudleſs ſky 
Diſcover'd to my wond'ring, raviſh'd eye, 

A NOBLE YOUTH, born to enjoy his FAME, 

His FORTUNE, MERIT all things but his NAME! 
His form he bore—his look all bounteous, kind 
The GoDLIKE PICTURE of his GODLIKE MIND! 
Penſive, he dropt the pious, filial tear, 


With ſwooning grief, on his GREAT UNCLE'S bier — 


That tribute paid, to th' holy ſaint at reſt, 
He chas'd the manly ſorrow from his breaſt ; 


EY 


Then, like a truly noble BRTTIsH PxEx, 
His country's weal became his conſtant care: 


O Britain! ev'ry patriot muſt entwine 
Avcusrvus? deareſt, valu'd name, with thine; 
His ROYAL OFFSPRING love—his SONS ADORE ! 


FirzwWILLIAM does, from his heart's inmoſt core: 

While PoxTLAND, NorFoLKx, BEDFokD, high-born men, 

CARLISLE, and DERBY, with a num'rous train, 

Of ExcLanD's firſt nobility the FLow's, 

Unite their HEARTS, their INFLUENCE, and Pow'R, 

And their rich BLooD, their FORTUNES,—ALL would ſpend, 

Your ROYAL HOUSE, your RIGHTS—your COUNTRY 
to defend! 


ILLUSTRIOUS WALES! thy rey'renc'd, much lov'd 
name, 

Stands foremoſt, in the ſacred liſts of Fame; 

Where ſhe's inroll'd each duteous, loving child, 

Whoſe ſympathizing, tender cares beguil'd 

The heavy ſorrows of a surr'RIN G SIRE! 

The Saviour of the world did ſure inſpire 

Thy heav'nly condud, ſo much like his own! 

And ſeldom ſeen ſo near an earthly throne! 

The wond'ring world ſtood gazing, with ſurpriſe, 

And Britons, on reflection, idolize 
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The Probs, TENDER, FILIAL HEART that bled 
O'er diſmal woes, —pour'd on his Royal FATHER'S head! 
This gleam, this ſparkling ray of richeſt light, 


Shot thro” the gloom, and cheer'd their longing ſight; 


A joyful portent, that (ſhould Fate remove 

His Father, to a diadem above) | 

This ſecond Sov'reign of the BRITISH LIXk, 
Would prove another, glorious ConSTANTINE E! 


Bleſt be the ARD TAN ANGEL'S trembling hand, 

That turn'd aſide, by Heaven's divine command, 

The whizzing ball, charg'd with thy death, O YORK ! 
By sancuinary Lenox !—murd'rous work! 

The gladd'ning angel did, with rapture, view 

Thy narrow *ſcape !—and ſhouted, as he flew—— 
My arduous taſk is o'er!—the high command, 

«© Which Heav'n confided to my fearful hand, 

Is well perform'd! — Thy life no more expoſe, 


„Till fir'd, with rage, againſt thy country's foes, 


« Thou fight her battles—all her wrongs repay ; 
And dauntleſs hoſts, to glory, lead the way!“ 


Majeſtic, fair inhabitant of light! 
Touch my ſeal d lips, before thou wing'ſt thy flight; 


En 


My verſe, with true prophetic fire, inflame, 
To ſing of warlike deeds, and heroes“ fame 


Thanks to thy gen'rous hand !—my boſom glows, 

As the immortal inſpiration flows; 

My mind receives th” illuminating rays, 

That ALB10N's glory ſhews, in future days; 

When Tonk, like FxtD'rIck, whoſe great name he bears, 
Shall ſtrike Bx1TanN1a's foes, with timid fears! 

Or, if their hoſtile ſquadrons dare advance, 

Secure in numbers, like the troops of France 

On Creſſy's plains; the your, in front of war, 

Like meditating Czsax ſhall appear; 

With martial, dreadful eye,—reſolv'd, and ſtern; 

And now with racx, and now with cLoky burn! 

But when his flaming ſword, like lightning, gleams, 

And throws, acroſs the field, its deathful beams, 

His high command unchains the furious ſtorm 
Uproar and Death the beauteous lines deform; 
Terror ſtalks far with Slaughter by her fide—— 
And the field's flooded, with a purple tide! 

The wakRror feels his martial flame aſpire, 

As Courage drives him on, thro' ſmoke and fire, 
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To teach the thund'ring cannons where to roar 


And where to dye the ſward with mortal gore! 
To teach fix'd bay'nets to repulſe the foe, 
And fearleſs, at their head, thro' danger go; 


The choiceſt ranks, embattled, to engage, 


5 | | Fierce as a roaring lion, in his rage; 
1 And ne'er to wounds, fatigue, or danger yield, 
; ; | y Till conqueſt crown the well-fought, glorious field! 


YORK ſhall our TR00Pp5—CLARENCE our FLEETS command, 
1 And on the deck like warlike Neptune ſtand ! 
| Unaw'd, by all the terrors of the main, 
| le braves the ſea, as YORK the bloody plain! 
| Protecting Heav'n! afford propitious gales—— 
His country's ſafety to defend, he fails ; 


Her commerce to protect - the richeſt gem 

That ever grac'd her Monarch's diadem ! 

And, on the waves, if raſh inſulting foes 

The BRITISH HERo, in his courſe, oppoſe, 
BELLONA, the TzrR1Fic Goppkss, ſtands 

To guide the lightning from his furious hands ; 

To BURN, to SINK, and their PROUD SHIPS DESTROY ! 


Thus Hecrtor, ſwell'd with the big wrongs of Troy, 


Pour'd out his veng*ance—(Greeks fled in amaze!) 
And ſet a thouſand veſſels in a blaze! | 
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The favour'd Bard the ROYAL BROTHERS fur, 
Each, in his diff*rent way, to glory go; 
And as the love-ſick maid, with pray'rs, purſucs 


Her abſent ſwain,—thus prays my loyal Muſe: 

May Concord, Love, and Harmoxy, and Peace 

Link hrART to HEART,—and UN1on never ceaſe! 

May NaTtuRE's RICHEST BLESSINGS round you wait, 
And make you HA, as ſhe's made you GREAT ! 

May £QUaL noobs, as you're HIGHLY BORN, 

And BLooMING LAURELS all your paths adorn, 

Dear as the jewel, that we FREEDOM name, 

And laſting—as ILLUSTRIOUS ENGLAND's rant! 


THE END. 


P 4 1 * mr * 8 = - 


= 


2722277 200 TRE I— * 3 8 


— 
— p 


— — ———— 


